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Author's Notes: 


Warning for mature themes and sexual content. 


Slash drained the last drops of his tepid beer and tossed the can aside. The tiled bathroom floor had a dubious 
smell and was sticky with collected filth, and he did not appreciate having to sit on it, even if Axl was leaning 
over him and fumbling with the button of his jeans. 


"Remind me why you dragged me in here?" he said, wiping the sweat from his chin 


‘| need a break from writing," Axl replied, popping open the button and tugging down the zipper. The fluorescent 
bulb dangling from the ceiling cast a sickly, orange glow to his hair, which was greasy from not being washed 
in almost a week. Slash gently pushed his fingers through it and twirled a strand around his index finger. He 
wished he could give Axl some shampoo and a plate of proper food (not just stale biscuits or old beans), but 
his own pockets had been depressingly empty of late. 


Axl continued, "Ill be more inspired after this." He looked oddly endearing, head cocked to one side, shoulder of 


his sleeveless T-shirt slipping down his left arm. 


Slash wanted nothing more than to kiss him, run his tongue over that pretty mouth, but said, "You'll be more 
inspired after giving me a hand job? Man, that is poetic." Izzy and Duff were on the other side of the door in 
the studio, on guitar and drums respectively. Despite the loud, raw music, Slash spoke quietly, just to be safe. 


| guess we'll just tell them we were snorting coke." He hissed when Axl took him into his wide, callused hand. 


Axl grinned at him. He lived for these kinds of things: doing questionable shit with a high possibility of being 
caught, and getting away by a fingerrail's breadth. To him, it was exhilarating. Well, what they were doing 
wasn't really questionable, but it sure as Hell would be a damper on their likelihood of success if anyone found 
out. "Elton John is bi," Slash managed gasp out, because Elton John was a fucking stellar musician and also one 


of Axl's favourites. 


"Did | ask for your opinion? Anyway, I'm not Elton John," said Axl, squeezing a little harder, "and neither are 
you. We're a pair of Hollywood gutter rats who have about enough money between us to feed a baby pigeon" 


Slash chewed his lower lip. Why had he ever brought up the topic? He tried to ignore the sharp bitterness in 
Axl's voice, and found he couldn't. "We'll make it some day - ah" He screwed his eyes shut and breathed hard, 
Axl's nimble fingers were making it difficult for him to speak, and his brain slipped into a lust-addled state. A 
few moments later he finished, soiling Axl's hand. "Goddamn, you fucker.” 

"lll take that as a compliment," Axl said, getting up and washing his hands in the sink. He tutted, frowning. The 
little crease in his brow made him seem pensive and childlike all at once, and he looked so droll that Slash 
couldn't hide a smile. 


"We need more soap," Axl groused. 


Slash wiped down, tucked himself back in his jeans, and cleaned his hands under the running tap. "Ill put that on 
our list of things that are too expensive to buy.’ 


"We can afford soap." 

"I think Steven spent the last of our money on a packet of Cheetos." 

Axl uttered a string of colourful curses. He aimed most at Steven, a few at Slash, and one at the LA. rock 
scene. Still swearing, he wrenched open the door and stumped out, earning raised eyebrows from the other 
band members. Izzy wordlessly produced a packet of Marlboros from his trouser pocket and offered it to Axl, 
who snatched up a cigarette and put it between his lips. 


Slash shook his head. He'd have to warn poor Steven to avoid the studio for a couple of days. 


To Axls credit, he wrote the lyrics for two songs that afternoon. 


-end- 


Note: Elton John said he was bisexual in an interview with Rolling Stone in ITTb, but said he was gay in 1988. 
This story is set before ‘88. 


